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Wellfxiendd, hex&'d a flock of new tuned. 9'o-e 
tonified toyetheX with &erne woxdd that came to- me hesie 
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euedywhene a happy daund-up. 
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So Hard To Start Over Again 
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My Old Canadian Home 


By 

WILF CARTER 
JOHN KLENNER 
BOB MILLER 
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My Old Canadian Home - 2 
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1 . 

Many years I have rambled I didn’t care where, 

Just riding old box cars ’twas home sweet home there; 

No thought of the future a-taking life gay, 

Just a hobo for rambling, well I guess it’s my way. 

2 . 

From the wide rolling prairie to the great eastern shore, 

We’d see all the sights from the old box car door, 

Hear the wail of the whistle feel the old box car sway, 

Hear the song of the hobo as he rolls on his way. 

3. 

No worries to bother just a heart light and free, 

No sweetheart no heartaches that’s how life should be- 
But I have grown weary, no place to call home, 

Just bumming a handout always on the' roam. 

4. 

When I reach the old prairie from far eastern shore 
i’ll leave the old box car and ride ’em no more, 

And i’ll bid my old buddies a farewell goodbye, 

Cause I know Ill feel lonely when a freight train rolls by. 

5- 

But Ive grown so weary of rambling around. 

And bumming a hand out as we pass through the town; 

So goodbye all you hobos, Ive swung my last side, 

Ive given up rambling Im on my last ride. 


Weary Of Ramblin’ Around 2 
































12 


My Blue Skies 

J WILF CARTER 
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My Blue Skies - 3 






















































































































My Blue Skies - 3 
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Don’t Be Mean, I Wasn’t Mean To You 


WILF CARTER 



Life was oh! so gay, lit-tie girl?_ ’ Noth-ing seemed 

My thoughts are of you, lit - tie girl?_ I hope and pray 1 
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Smiling Through Tears 


WILF CARTER 
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Smiling Through Tears- 4 































































































































Smiling Through Tears-4 
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Hear the dark-ies sing-mg in the twi - light 
Hum-ming lul - la-bies she learned in child-hood 
Watch-ing boats a com-ing down the riv - er_ 
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If I on - ly could chance to roam, 


Long-ing for my home in Mis-sis- 
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Longing- for my old Mississippi - 2 
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Sun-down Blues 


WILF CARTER 


F 



SUN - DOWN BLUES_ Them blues I’m nev-er goin’to lose 
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2. I’m locked up in the dirty calaboose, 

I cannot get a soul to turn me loose; 

If you don’t like my face, you can gladly take my place — 
I’ve got those SUN-DOWN BLUES. 

3. I came home unexpected Wednesday night, 

My wife she told the jury I was tight. 

I hit a fellow on the head when I heard the words he said— 
Now I’ve got those SUN-DOWN BLUES. 

4. It is true that I have never had a chance, 

Wouldn’t even let me press my pants; 

I asked for just one shave,they said you’ll soon be in your grave, 
I’ve got those SUN-DOWN BLUES. 

5. Now I know that I must really meet my fate 
My knees are shaking like old shimmie Mate. 

Murder in the first degree is what was read to me — 

Oh I’ve got those SUN-DOWN BLUES. 

6. They’ll burn me when the sun goes down; 

I can see all them reporters sittin’ around. 

Taking pictures of my face, before I leave the place — 

I’ve got those SUN-DOWN BLUES. 

7. Says the judge/Have you anything to say?” 

“Your Honour I’ve been wondering all the day 

If you went home tonite, found a guy lovin’ your wife, 

Now judge what would you do?” 

8. He began a-looking from the left to right, 

“Why my boy I’d shoot the dirty crook on sight’.’ 

“With compliments from me, I hope that’s what you’ll see 
This chair is big enough for you and me.” 

9. Now for ladies I have always had respect 
And giving up my seat I’d not object. 

These few words I’ll repeat, does any lady want my seat — 
She can have my SUN-DOWN BLUES. 

10. Oh I hope the sun gets tangled with the moon 
And never finds it way back here till noon; 

Sure as that sun goes down, I’ll be leaving this old town — 
I’ve got those SUN-DOWN BLUES. 
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2. The boy grew into manhood, and started out to roam, 

And much against his parents wish, he left his friends and home; 

He joumied through the cities, to him Fate did resign, 

It soon led to his downfall, he committed his first crime. 

3. The law was soon upon him, he landed up in jail, 

His friends could not get pardon, nor could they go his bail, 

One night he broke for freedom, by using a wooden gun, 

His guard was easily “buffaloed’,’ his clever trick had won. 

4. And then began the manhunt, the greatest ever known, 

With plots and plans to trap him, both brains and skill were shown; 
His draw was fast as lightning, rewards stood on his head, 

Go bring in this criminal, whether he be alive or dead. 

5. It happened in Chicago, that’s noted for its fame, 

The home of big-time gangsters, where many a man is slain, 

He was taking in a picture, when a woman tipped the law; 

Three bullets pierced his body, he had not a chance to draw. 

6. The great manhunt was ended, the innocent did pay 

When by chance they stopped the bullets, that happened to go astray. 
So, young man, take my warning, that crime, it does not pay, 

And think of Johnny Dillinger, when he met his fatal day. 


The Life And Death Of John Dillinger-2 
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Yodelin’ My Babies To Sleep 


WILF CARTER 


Yalse Moderato 
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I want a sweet wife with brown eyes so bright 
That will stay by the homefires at night, 

Not one with a sheik every night of the week 
While I yodel my babies to sleep. 

Mine goes to the show while the bright lights are low, 
Then dances till breaking of day. 

I get my own breakfast, work all day long 
While she sleeps the wee hours away. 

(Yodel) 

She strolls round at night ’neath bright glowing lights 
She’s got her a sheik on the street, 

She knows every cop for two city blocks 
While I yodel my babies to sleep. 

(Yodel, long) 

If I ask her to go out with me to a show 
There’s a girl friend she’s promised to meet, 

So I’m left alone by the fireside at home 
While I yodel my babies to sleep. 

(Yodel) 

Think I’ll get a divorce, trade her off for a horse. 

It sure would be one big treat. 

Then the babies and I could go ridin’ by 
And smile at her each time we’d meet. 

Last night she got sore, broke down my back door. 

Then she pleaded to let her return. 

I just shook my head; gal, you feathered your bed, 
Please go now, do me one good turn. 

(Yodel) 


Can you picture a babe on each knee— 

When company’s around I feel queer. 

But my wife says I’m fine handing her same old line, 
Oh you darling, you’re grand and you’re dear. 

Now as you all know, sweet babies soon grow 
To join in the world’s happy throng. 

But what tickles me, when those youngsters you see 
Join me in my yodelin’ song. 


(Yodel) 
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